The Eleventh Hour

a matter of life and death.
I have to tell you strange and terrible things.
You only can help me.5'

Lord Marbrack, to his surprise, felt the
same sinking of the heart as when he had
passed sentence upon David Arnot; but his
face remained impassive as he said, " Aye, FU
see the wumman noo. Bring her in."

The wind rose again with a screech
and shook the curtains drawn across the
windows. It blew the candle flames aslant;
three of the candles guttered, hissed, and went
out.

The door opened and closed again; and in
the middle of the room stood Mariota.

She threw back her plaid and faced Lord
Marbrack resolutely. Her face was set and
white; but her eyes glittered and scintillated
with the light of such unbreakable determina-
tion that Lord Marbrack was startled. What
had come upon the languorous Mariota,
whose impatience used to lapse so quickly into
apathy, and whose husband had declared her
passionless ; Mariota who had preserved into
maturity the heart of a child ?

" Sit ye doon, dearie/' he said, " and tell
me a* aboot it. Is it Ludovick sick and weary ?
He'll be better the morn,"

But Mariota did not sit down.

"No," she said, "not Ludovick; but L
Sick to death with remorse, I have tome to